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Author's Notes: 

This prompt was too good not to with the known history and the true "I can't sing anymore" quote. Merry 
Ficmas in July (right now | can't see who this is for, so sorry about my lack of address here!) and hope you 
enjoy it as much as | enjoyed writing. 


"And, stop!" 


Mutt Lange's command echoed against the thin walls of the Spoon Factory. "Still too flat, and you cracked out 
on that note. Take it from ‘anybody there’; do it again." 


Joe Elliott slumped forward, bracing himself against the microphone stand, only before stumbling backward like 


aman on the brink of collapse. 
"Bloody hell, Mutt." 


Ill have none of that, Joseph," said Mutt sternly. "Do it again" 


"I can't anymore today." Joe brought his hands up to cover his face as he slowly sank down in a chair in the 
corner of the makeshift sound booth of taped-up plexiglass stands. "I've bloody /ost it!" 


"Do it again, Joe," ordered Mutt. "You can. We've had this discussion before, and we can have it all you want, 
but you can sing, and you can hit that note, and you will hit it. Get up -you'll sing better if you stand -and do 
it again." 

Spending all day working on ‘Die Hard the Hunter’, only to come back and harp on minor imperfections on the 
pre-chorus to "Foolin" that only half the boys could hear -only after Mutt pointed them out had begun to 
feel like cruel, unusual punishment to Joe half an hour ago, and having to sit back and watch, his bandmates 
were beginning to have the same sentiment. 

With a despondent sag about his body, Joe approached the microphone once again, only to fail to miss the high 
D note on ‘does anybody wonder? for the sixth time as unearthly pain shot through his throat just as he got 
to it, holding him back. 

"Still not there. Again" 

"I've already told you, | can't" 

This time, rather than sinking down, Joe stumbled back, falling into the chair after tripping into it. 


"| can't sing anymore -l| can't sing" 
g any 


Whether more from raspiness and sheer pain or a surge of emotion, Joe's voice cracked into sobbing, and he 
didn't rise from the chair again. 


"Joe," started Phil, approaching the booth. 
Behind him, Steve whispered a soft "oh-no." 


Joe shook his head, still keeled forward, head in hands. The brief, listless wave of one hand they'd all 


performed at some point and become familiar with confirmed more than just his voice was broken 


“That's enough," ordered Sav, standing up and passing Phil with long strides. "He's not singing it again. He's in 
pain. The rest of us can nitpick our own parts all you please. He'll do it again tomorrow, but not anymore 


today. We're done" 


"As you wish," Mutt subsided, "but we will continue to go take after take until it is right -and you know by 
now, that will continue as many days until it happens. Rick, unpack the rest of your drums and bring them in 


here. We'll have you switch another line over from your demos." 


"At least | won't be bored," said Rick, unpacking the drums he hadn't set up while practicing with mutes on his 


main pieces. 
"lve got this." 


Standing over Joe, Sav's voice was a deathly low murmur, just above a whisper. For the few, rare times 
they'd heard it, none of his bandmates dared stand in his way or try him when they did. Phil and Steve 
promptly turned to help Rick move his drums. 


It took a moment for Joe to regain his wits. Once he finally did sit up, Sav guided Joe out of the makeshift 
pod and over to their writing desk on the furthest end of the open room. In his own frustration, the act of 
‘guiding’ was more or less tucking Joe against his side by an arm around Joe's back and dragging him across 


the room, though Joe leaned in, comforted by the contact while his guard was still down. 

Sav slid Joe's abandoned cup of tea across the desk to be near the seat he'd flopped down in. 
"Drink," he ordered. 

Joe cringed after taking a sip. 

"Gone cold and vile," he muttered. 


"Better than nothing at all,” said Sav optimistically. "Finish that so the little we have doesn't go to waste, and 


I'l make you another myself.” 


Its not gonna fix me either way; I'm telling you, Sav, | can't sing anymore." And then Joe was leaned over the 
table again on his elbows, head in hands again, this time grabbing the longer hair just behind his fringe and 
pulling at it. 


They'd done this before, Sav realized. They'd done it the previous album, and all had their moments of mental 
breakdowns over Mutts excruciating level of perfectionism. This time was no different -except this time, 


they had a foot in the door of success. 


They had more on the line to fight for, and Joe knew he could, having done it before, making every bad take a 
larger blow to his confidence than the combination of the bad takes it took to produce High And Dry. 


"Stop this, you're hurting yourself" Sav felt a different sort of protectiveness setting in as he turned Joe 
toward him and pried his fingers from around the sections of bleached hair -he certainly didn't need to pull 


that so soon after the chemical treatments when it was so fragile. 


"lm not going to be able to just come back and do it tomorrow, Sav." 


"Yes, you can" Sav still sat sideways in his own seat, facing Joe directly, holding Joe's wrists so that their 


forearms formed a tent-shape between them, with a mere two feet between. 
| can't do it. He thinks | can, but with the way he's-" 


"Oh, be quiet," Sav insisted. "He's not wrong; he just doesn't always know the line between tough love and 
coming off as an arse. And we're all bloody exhausted for it -but we can do it. I'll remind you all the times it 
takes, you've done it before. Alll it is, you don't need to keep doing it after singing half the day on another 
song. So we can have you get comfortable here or take you home to rest, and prove to both you and him 
what you truly can do. And while | love you in ways | can't describe, that's not why I'm saying it -l'm saying 
it because it's frue, and damn it, mate, l'm not going to sit here and watch you tear yourself down over what 


is only one, bloody tough day." 

It wasn't until Sav leaned forward to affectionately kiss Joe on the forehead -and when Joe lifted his head 
unsuspectingly so that their lips grazed instead, perhaps lingering a moment longer than either expected -that 
he realized the words he'd let slip in his rant. 

Not that he minded, or felt too fearful as Joe looked up into his eyes, a spark of trust and some other light 
returning to his own as they still sat, hands clasped with arms propped between themselves, until Sav freed 


one to brush the crimped and messy hair out of Joe's face. 


The latter light was quite exciting, in what Sav suspected it could be, but that would wait for another day. A 
better day. Getting Joe through this one was important enough for the time being. 


"This is but a moment in time," he promised. "We'll be alright once it's passed." 


Perhaps more than alright with enough time ahead. 


